as the shoot started. I was definitely operating under some huge misconceptions about the whole situation.
The bickering started the moment we decided where the inventors would stand in order to shoot the cover photo. "A scoundrel like you is no kind of inventor, get in the back . . . don't make me laugh, the only original idea you ever came up with was to copy someone else . . . what the hell, who do you think you're calling a copycat . . . shit, why don't you prove it . . . yeah, stealing is better than making something stupid . . . ooh you bastard, I'm gonna . . . " Listening to them from a distance you' d think they' d already come to blows, but there wasn't much physical action besides shoving each other with their shoulders. All of them were holding their own inventions for the portrait, so apart from their shoulders, they had no other way to restrain their opponents. They could only make a loud fuss, and not one of them was willing to set his invention on the ground. I don't know whether it was that the confrontation wasn't worth setting the inventions down to really fight, or that they didn't have the nerve to get into it, but it was a good thing as far as I was concerned. In the end, I had no choice but to give up my innocent plan to have three inventors stand in the back row and three in the front.
If I said, "Excuse me sir, yes, the one with the radio; can you give me a little smile?" I' d get a scowl and, "It's not a radio, it's a combination radio and microwave oven. " If I asked the inventor holding five inventions if he really had to hold up that stick, I
got, "It's not a stick, it's an eight-layered folding umbrella, " as he suddenly popped it open, startling the person next to him into dropping one of his own inventions and getting angry, and then the commotion would get louder again . . . in any case, it was that sort of affair. The shoot was becoming chaotic. Suyŏn, the lead author of the feature, didn't know what to do, and she just stood quietly by my side, not saying a word. She would dart anxious sideways glances at me once in a while, but all they told me was that she wanted the shoot to be over already. "Excuse me, but I'll just be leaving now, " the inventor standing in the far left corner suddenly piped up as he moved toward the front. The displeasure on his face was clear, but he had been the quietest person during the entire shoot. I knew exactly how he felt, and wanted to tell him to please go ahead and leave, you can all just leave. I was going to try to take a few more but it don't think it's going to get any better, so please, just go, but I couldn't. All of the other inventors could only stare at him aghast. Suyŏn the reporter, who was still standing quietly off to the side, suddenly darted after him as he headed toward the door. The inventor and the reporter had a long exchange. She seemed to be pleading with him, but he smacked his right fist into his left palm, visibly irritated. Finally, it was the reporter who sighed, and the inventor remained impassive.
Then the reporter approached me.
"He said he has to go after all. What should we do?" "What can we do? If he has to go, then he has to go. Did he say
Inuk the
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Azalea whether he brought his invention with him? I have to take a quick picture of that, at least. I didn't see him holding anything before. . . . " "Oh, we got something from him a few days ago. But Mr. Kim, do you think we'll be still be able to get a cover shot out of this?" "Maybe we can do without a cover this time. It just makes the magazine heavier, doesn't it? You just get the copy ready and we can say it's a special issue of SciFi Magazine: we got rid of the cover for this issue out of concern for your physical well-being, dear readers. " "Are you serious?" "No, I'm just frustrated too. What can we do? I guess we'll just have to use the pictures of the inventions for the cover. Just make it sound good to the editor. "
Shooting the inventions wasn't easy either. The inventors ignored my request that they leave their inventions and go home. Instead, they waited as I took the pictures. When I started shooting, each inventor would sidle up to me and start explaining his work. "So, the core of this invention is the fusion of a radio and a microwave oven. It seems strange at first glance, doesn't it? Of all the machines in the world, why would you combine a radio and a microwave?
That's where you can see my own personal philosophy coming into play. A microwave oven warms food, right? But a radio, now that's something that warms our hearts. Therefore, through the convergence of a microwave oven and a radio, I tried to combine food with sound. So you need to take the picture in a way that shows the concept of sound and food at the same time. " I'm very sorry, but you can go ahead and tell the reporter all that crap. I take pictures however I feel like taking them, I thought, as I bit my tongue trying to ignore him, but then he tried to give me advice on how I should angle the camera. "As I see it, that invention won't look good from a rho angle. I know because I used to dabble in photography too. . . . "
It went on and on like this. It was a steady stream of prattle, but it wasn't just one of them; all five were armchair photography experts. Suyŏn had told me before that we would only do the photo shoot here and that she' d do the actual interviews over the phone, but she didn't take the inventors home. Instead, she started doing the interviews on the sofa in the corner, but the interviews were just as bad as the photo shoot. Two or three of the inventors started reviewing and criticizing each other's creations and the studio suddenly turned into a local flea market. They sounded like they were haggling over prices as they explained the qualities of their products. I wouldn't even call them inventors; they were more like street vendors hawking their cheap wares. The shoot, which started at ten in the morning, wasn't over until five in the afternoon.
Even after all the inventors were gone, the studio seemed to echo with the sound of their voices. Words like "convergence, " "new product, " "new idea, " and "innovation" continued to reverberate in the now empty space, as if the door might open at any second and the inventors would return. Suyŏn and I collapsed on the sofa, exhausted. Our bodies sank into the soft cushions like they were sucking us in. "Let's tell the editor never to do a special issue on inventors again, " I said, leaning my head back against the sofa and staring up at the ceiling. "I'll quit if he says we have to do this again. Aren't you hungry?" I realized that we hadn't had time to have lunch. How was it that out of six inventors, not one of them had thought to invent some food?
The Design
After some dumpling hotpot, I felt the strength coming back to my arms and legs. We ordered a hot pepper pancake and a bottle of soju to supplement the meal. I thought my nerves would settle after I got a little liquor in me. Suyŏn, who hadn't said a word while she plowed through the hotpot, scraped her rice bowl clean and set her chopsticks and spoon down with a sigh. She looked like a drowning swimmer who' d just been given mouth-to-mouth.
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"Tell me about it. I'm telling you, there's no greater invention than rice. " She nodded, stretching her arms behind her.
"Do you really think we can just put the inventions on the cover?
We've never done that before. . . . We've always had the inventors on the cover in the past. Who's to say that the editor won't make us do the shoot all over again when we tell him what happened?' "Don't worry about it. You're forgetting who you're dealing with here. I got the cover shot earlier. " "Really? When did you take it? Didn't all the pictures turn out funny?" "Remember when that one inventor said he was going home? All the other inventors were looking at him right then, and it looked okay, so I just went click, and snapped the shutter. I checked it out before we left, and it turned out well. The one guy was standing there looking feisty, and the rest were holding their inventions, gaping at him in shock or amazement. . . . We'll probably be able to use it for the cover. That's the great thing about digital photography. " "What a relief. But then that man will probably stand out on the cover. " "There's nothing we can do about that. He had the most inventor-ish look about him anyway. Why did he say he had to leave right in the middle of the shoot?" "I don't know. He just said he had to go all of a sudden. He said had something he had to take care of. He's supposedly a friend of the editor, but all I've heard is that he's really eccentric. He even has an unusual name. It's like Inuk, or something. Oh, I almost forgot to give you this at the shoot. " She reached into her bag and pulled out a crumpled, folded up piece of paper. It was Inuk the inventor's creation. I could see some scratchy writing in ballpoint pen on an A4 sheet that had been folded about ten times. It was poorly preserved, and a lot of the writing looked indecipherable too. There was a drawing of a structure that looked like it could be a boat, or a plane, or even a giant robot, with tiny sesame-seed-size numbers and symbols drawn next to it. It looked like it might be a design, but it could also be a page of random doodles. "That's your specialty, isn't it? I don't know. In any case, I trust you. "
Our conversation ended when the hot pepper pancake arrived. I put the sketch in my back pocket and scooted closer to the table. We both concentrated on the table to clear a precise space for the round plate to land, like we were welcoming a UFO from another world.
The pancake was incredibly tasty. We parted amicably after sharing two bottles of soju and two pepper pancakes. Actually, I don't really remember leaving. We probably only had one bottle of soju, but I don't remember how I got back to the studio or how I got home after that. All I know is that I woke up alone.
When Suyŏn called me a few days later, I wanted to curse myself. It wasn't in the back pocket of my pants. That means I took it out and put it somewhere, but it wasn't on the desk either. If it wasn't on the desk, then I probably didn't work on the computer that night . . . then maybe the futon? Not there either. Did I try to photograph it while I was drunk? No, it wasn't on the product set either. I turned the studio upside-down looking in every nook and cranny, but it was nowhere to be found. I sat on the futon and tried to retrace my steps that night, but no matter how hard I tried, all I could remember was the perfect red and green symmetry of that hot pepper pancake. he said and hung up. Right, as long as it didn't get wet, it must be laying face down somewhere, holding its breath. It's probably laying somewhere, trembling with little sobs, hoping that someone will find it someday. The only problem is that someday has to be now.
I walked over to the sink in the corner, the only spot in the whole studio with water. There was an impressive pile of dishes, cups, and pots in the sink that would make the trash heaps at the city dump green with envy. That's right, the pots . . . oh no, the sketch was pressed between them. It was all wet and plastered to the bottom of a pot. It all started coming back to me. When I got back from drinking, I took everything out of my pockets and put it on the desk. I made myself some ramen, and must have used the design as a trivet for the pot.
I pulled the paper out of the water and tried to spread it flat, but it was so wet that calling it "paper" would be a joke; a dishrag was probably more like it. And actually, rather than "spread it flat, " it might be more accurate to say that I peeled it apart, one fold at a time. I launched a full-scale rescue mission with a hairdryer, iron, and a dry towel, but it wasn't like I could crumple it up, plant it in the ground, and have it sprout like a tree, with the design already transformed into its original form. The good thing, well, if you could call it a good thing, was that since I hadn't done the dishes yet, I had avoided turning the design into mush. If that had been the case, my last known whereabouts would probably remain a mystery forever. . . . Come to think of it, disappearing might actually be better. Cold sweat dripped down my back.
The Workshop
I only had one option, no matter how hard I thought about it. I rang the doorbell at the inventor's house, but there was no answer. I tried again at least a dozen times, but the house remained completely still, so I followed the fence and circled around the back of the house. The entire building was painted blue and the roof was a bit round, but aside from that, it was a pretty unremarkable singlefamily house. I went back to the front door and rang the bell again. to say to him. "I' d like to discuss it with him myself, " I said, and she scowled and gestured dismissively at me. I told her that it's just that I had a lot of questions for him that would be difficult to ask in this manner, and she turned back to speak into the intercom. "He says to go on down. " Finally, I had managed to get past one barrier. "It's that way, " the lady instructed me. "The professor's workshop is in the basement, you see, " she explained before going back into the house. The inventor's name "Inuk" was written on the doorway leading to the basement. I pulled out my camera and took a picture of the wooden door. But aside from his name, there was nothing special about the door.
The stairway was deep and long. I don't think I would've believed it if anyone had told me they made basements this deep. I wondered how much dirt they' d have to dig up to make a basement like this. The staircase was made of wood, so a long plaintive creaking noise greeted every step I took. I felt like I was entering a beast, not walking into a basement. It was like walking into the belly of an elephant that had swallowed a huge wooden staircase, or maybe a humpback whale that had accidentally swallowed a carpenter who was especially good at building stairs. Halfway down I thought to myself that I should have counted to see how many steps there were, but by then I' d already gone too far to go back up.
A long hallway started at the bottom of the stairs. I took my camera out of my bag again and took a shot of the staircase. I doubted that the shot would even turn out though, because my hands were shaking with anxiety over being in such a dark place. I turned and snapped the hallway as well. The hallway was made of wood too. I couldn't judge how big or deep down the basement was, but it was obviously huge. I continued along the hallway, which was only lit by a few small lights placed here and there, and was extremely dark. The inventor, who had been covering his mouth with his hand, was all smiles. The moment I saw his smile, I suddenly felt my heart sink. I had no idea how I was going to tell him. He looked to be about ten years older than me, but his smiling face reminded me of someone's kid brother. My mind was in chaos. Telling him that I wanted to give him the cover shot as a gift seemed too transparent, and I didn't have the heart to explain the actual situation to him. So I didn't say a word, and he remained silent as well. The silence held for quite a while, until he suddenly opened his mouth. "Then you didn't make those machines yourself?" "No, I made them, but I didn't invent them. I needed them at the time, and I ended up depending on them after a while. Necessity is the mother of invention, or so they say, but now we've run out of need. " "Isn't that the truth, " was all I could think of to say. He wasn't wrong, but there was something unsettling about what he said. "Your name is quite unusual, isn't it?" I said, trying to lighten the mood. Ever since I first heard the name, I thought there must be some special story behind it. "That's something I invented, " he chuckled. "The word is actually 'Inuuk, ' but I shortened it to Inuk. My last name is Yi, so it works perfectly as my full name-Yi Nuk. " "Inuuk, sir?" "Inuuk is a revered Eskimo shaman. It's not that people worship me, but I think it would be nice to become a person like that someday. A long time ago, the Eskimos were being persecuted, so Inuuk gathered his people and some animals and created an island.
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But this island was no ordinary island; it was a floating island, like the fumdis that the Nagamis tribe in India live on. So Inuuk made this island, and . . . oh! You know about Noah's Ark, don't you?
Inuuk made an island like Noah's Ark, and they lived on that island, floating all over the world. If you'll recall, the earth had just been destroyed. "
I listened very intently to what he said, but I had no idea what he was talking about. There was no logic to his words; it seemed like he was just stringing together words he plucked out of the air as they floated by. It reminded me of a DJ mixing songs. I could only nod my head.
"Invention is imitation, after all. No, I guess everything is imitation. Maybe it's dependency, and not imitation? It's invention when you make something that didn't exist before, but everything already exists. So the island that Inuuk created wasn't actually an invention, but I'm presenting it somehow as an invention. Given that the island is the only thing that survives when the world disappears, is it a future invention, or has it already been invented?
If everything is wiped out, then everything that appeared or was created after that would be an invention, right?" He phrased his last remark as a question, but didn't seem to want an answer from me. I gazed at him steadily. He wasn't looking at anything in particular. I thought then that his eyes weren't like clear windowpanes that looked out on the world, but rather mirrors that reflected back in on himself.
My cell phone rang. It was Suyŏn. I answered as I walked into the workroom. She started shouting as soon as I said hello. "Why haven't you sent me the images? I told you there was no time!" I could hear the panic in her voice, so I had no choice but to tell her that I' d lost the design, and then let her know I was at Inuk the inventor's workshop. I told her that the workshop was so cool that I thought it would be much better to put a shot of it in the magazine instead of the design. She sighed. "You should have told me before, " she said. "I made a photocopy of the design. . . . " The violence had gone out of her voice, and she asked if his workshop was really that special. When I said it was like a secret underground fortress, I could almost hear her journalistic instincts perking up and making a mental note that we' d have to use that workshop interview idea next time. I' d lost the original design, but at least there was no need for me to throw myself out a window since there was a copy of it. I told Suyŏn that I would send her my pictures of the workshop as soon as I got back to my studio, and hung up. Inuk, unable to sit still while I was on the phone, was drawing something on a big blackboard. "Would you mind terribly if I just had a look around?" He nodded tersely, but his expression told me that it was not acceptable. I had suddenly become an unwelcome intruder. I had to tell him about the design, but the situation was steadily deteriorating. I tried to regroup as I looked around the workshop.
There had to be something I could do.
There was nothing special about the interior space of the workshop. Aside from the huge machines whose purpose I couldn't even guess at, there was nothing but wooden walls. There were hundreds of slips of paper on them too. I went closer to the wall and read what was written on a few of the slips of paper.
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Inuk came toward me.
"I need to eat before I get back to work. " At first I thought he was inviting me to eat with him, but when I saw the look on his face, I knew that he was asking me to leave.
His expression was frigid. He was pushing me out of this place using some mysterious force. I could be overreacting, but there was clearly murder in his eyes. As soon as I saw that look in his eyes, I hopped to it, got my things together, and slipped out with a hurried bow. It wasn't until after I passed through the long, creaky hallway, went up the creaky wooden stairs, and was out in the yard that I realized that I hadn't told him about the design. I must have completely blocked out the fact that I had to recover the design for him in the wake of his wrath, but I couldn't go back down into the workshop now. It was probably for the best anyway. I could just have the copy of the design messengered to him and have done with it. My heart was racing like I had just run a gauntlet, and it didn't settle until I opened the front gate and walked out into the street.
Need
There was nothing else I could do. Except for the pictures I took of the house, I had nothing worth sending her. I wasn't able to take a single shot inside the workshop, and to send the shots of the staircase or the hallway was something I just couldn't do.
Of course the spread would look strange because all the other inventors' pages have an image of their invention and only Inuk's would have a picture of his house, but there was nothing I could do.
I helpfully suggested scanning the design and putting that in there, but my suggestion was met with silence. Suyŏn said that the other inventions are actual physical objects, and this one is just too . . . two-dimensional. On top of that, the copy was crumpled and didn't have an air of authenticity about it. She justified all this by saying that the editor thought that using the shot of the house would be better too. She tried to get me to tell her why I hadn't been able to get a shot of the workshop, but I had no way of explaining it to her. I tried to say that the mass of papers seemed like a cocoon and Inuk was the giant larvae, but I knew I wouldn't be able to give her a sense of what my real impressions were. I was curious about the interview with Mr. Inuk, though.
"There wasn't much to it. It was just typical inventor-speak.
Why? Did he say anything peculiar to you? Well, it's too late for that anyway. The manuscript's already been squared away. "
Maybe it was because she met her deadline, but her voice was much more forceful.
"Now that I think about it, he did seem a bit odd. We did the
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How were you able to include him in the article when he was the only inventor without an actual invention, anyway? You wrote another work of fiction, didn't you?" I teased.
"He had an invention too. It was 'need. ' Isn't that just like a conceptual inventor? He said that in order to invent things, there has to be need, and right now all the need has disappeared from the world. So all he's going to do is invent need. It's kind of opaque, isn't it? The truth is, I wrote the article and I still don't really get it. Anyway, he said that's why he doesn't invent physical objects or products. " "What was that design he gave us? Didn't you say it was a flying boat or something?" "I wouldn't stop pestering him for an invention, so he probably just sent me any old thing. It was a sketch he said he did when he was really young of a boat that floated around in the sky. He said that he often dreamed that he would get on the boat and fly off into space. Everyone imagines stuff like that, though, don't they? It's nothing special. " "Hey, the editor didn't say anything about the cover shot did he?" "You know, that cover shot saved our lives. He said it was really Looking at the gorgeous scene, it seemed like time had stopped.
Photographs don't just capture people, they capture time as well.
No, you can't catch hold of time. You can only think you catch time.
Time keeps moving forward, and we stop as we look at the image.
It occurred to me that maybe the reason pictures exist is so we can constantly lag behind in the race with time. I contemplated a lot of things as I looked at Mr. Inuk's house. It would be great if I invented a camera that could penetrate any object, and even take pictures of basements with low visibility. That was too bad, I thought. The image of the giant basement that I couldn't see appeared before my eyes.
There was something strange about it, though. As the image of the basement appeared before me, the house didn't look like a house anymore. It looked just like a huge ark, and the house seemed
